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	1. Chapter 1

His hair spilled out over the pillow like silk, catching the spark off the moonlight spilling into my bedroom through the window. My breath caught in my throat as I took him in - he was on his side, one arm folded under a pillow as his chest rose and fell with the steady rhythm of sleep.

I knew what he was.

Shadowhunter.

The language of the angel was scrawled along his chest in black ink, the stories of battles won and lost adorned his skin like chapters in a book.

I could feel the heat of his breath. I knew I should feel scared - I should be screaming for help, hoping my sister in the next room hears me and rushes to my rescue. But I didn't.

I not only knew what he was, but who he was.

Sebastian Morgenstern.

"Given up on trying to burn down the world?" I ask, my voice sounding distant and calm to my own ears.

His eyes snapped open - two pits of endless voids gazing through the mirrored black voids of my own, I could sense a terrible sadness in those eyes, mixed with something else entirely - a desire for destruction. Anyone else would have found it unnerving - the pallor of his skin, contrasted with the onyx depths of his eyes, but I didn't.

Maybe because I stared at those eyes in the mirror every morning, scowling at their terrible dullness.

I didn't think they were dull anymore.

His lips curled into a grin, despite his looks, the smile transformed his whole face into something broken and twisted. "Merely seeking an accomplice, care to join?" his voice was low, crackling from sleep.

Desire swept through my veins. Desire to be by this broken boy, to help him achieve glory. Did that make me a bad person? I didn't know. Doesn't everyone seek some form of glory?

I grinned back, my blood racing at the thought of an unknown future.

"It'll be my pleasure." 

* * *

><p>I should have been nervous, I know. I should have been wondering why on earth Sebastian Morgenstern had sought me out in particular as an accomplice. Above all, I should've been questioning my sanity regarding the fact that a fictional character from a book series was now a living, breathing human being. It was disturbing that the thing that frightened me the most wasn't a fictional character coming to life, but the lack of reaction to it on my behalf.<p>

I was calm.

Too calm. It felt as if I was caught on a fishing hook, getting dragged along for the ride towards one inevitable destination. A calm of submission washing over me as I let myself be dragged to the surface, eager to escape the dull murkiness that was my mundane life.

Of course, there had been only one answer to his question, and that had been yes. Somewhere, deep inside me, I felt a pull, a _need_ to follow Sebastian into whatever trouble he would most likely get us both into. I felt no guilt as I tied the laces of my Nike Free shoes and tied my hair with a ponytail I always kept around my wrist. No guilt for leaving my parents, or sister who I loved to bits. It was as if I was a different person, and I wasn't so sure I liked it.

I watched as Sebastian wandered around my room, observing everything with a feverish fascination, picking up books and flipping through them as if he was searching for something. I felt the cold unwelcome shiver of certainty that I wouldn't see my room again - my room of seventeen years that I was now leaving behind for a complete stranger.

I grabbed my necklace on the bedside table, something I never left the house without, and started securing it around my neck. "Can we address the elephant in the room?" I whispered, not wanting to disturb my sleeping family. The soft light from my bedside lamp was on, lighting the room in an eerie glow. Sebastian grunted,_ go on_, it said.

I took a deep breath."You do realise that, to me, you are an evil fictional villain in a book series?"

He picked up a whale plush toy on my desk and looked at it with amusement. It had buttons for eyes and didn't really resemble that of a whale at all, just a big fat blue blob. I didn't dare tell Sebastian it's name was Willy.

"The 'evil' in that statement was terribly unnecessary." he muttered.

At my silence he continued "Evil and villain, it practically means the same thing.

You might as well have said 'villainous fictional villain'" he clarified helpfully.

"Yeah well, you were twice the jerk that the word 'villain' encompasses, hence the additional 'evil' to further prove my point, anyway, as I was saying,"

Sebastian cut me off, "You're wondering why I, a beloved character from a book series-"

"Beloved" I scoffed quietly but Sebastian continued as if he hadn't heard me

"-has come to life and taken a sudden interest in an ordinary seventeen year old girl?" he placed Willy back on my desk and flicked its tail.

"I'm not ordinary." I said, my voice coming out quiet and cold. It was something I had known for a long time, that I wasn't like girls my age. Too many things separated me from the rest of the world - my determination, my values. Holding my breath under the swimming pool at the age of nine when I found out I had a minor case of asthma, training myself to run long lengths, stopping only when I collapsed in exhaustion. At first I had hated it, being different, strong-minded, but I no longer cared.

Sebastian smiled at my response, turning to look at me as I touched the pendant at my neck, a habit. "No, I can tell you're most definitely not ordinary Shannae Koster for most mundanes would never oppose to being called ordinary. As for me, well, I come from a different dimension, one where the stories you have read are based on truths, where Shadowhunters and Downworlders are real, where demons run wild and rip wounds into the world that bleed a crimson red, where we find life by following the blood of those that hurt others."

I could see the pulse jump at the base of his throat, his voice growing not in volume, but in passion. It was how my grandparents would sound when they talked about God, something they believed in with unwavering devotion.

"My world is not a safe one Shannae, but where you have read about me here, I, also, have read about you." He shook his head, chuckling, "And let me tell you, I am not disappointed."

His gaze seemed to scan me, as if it were the first time he was seeing me. My calves, hips, the curve of my chest. I could see him register every part of me and I felt as exposed as if I were standing naked in front of a thousand blaring eyes, vulnerable to every piece of scrutiny.

I crossed my arms, trying to ignore the pounding of my heart under his gaze. "You've read about _me_?" I asked dubiously "It didn't happen to be titled '_Shannae's guide to a successful introvert life' _was it?"

At my mocking tone the humour fell from his face, replaced by a slight frown between his brows. He opened his mouth and quickly closed it. I couldn't quite interpret his expression and it scared me - It was a curious and calculating look and strangely sad. One that gripped at my heart and twisted until the first drop of fear washed through my body, igniting my blood like fire to gasoline.

Before I could say anything Sebastian's body went rigid as he turned his head to the side, eyes unfocusedly downcast to the wooden floorboard. Soundlessly, he strode to the window and stood there, the light from underneath the curtain bouncing off the floor and causing his boots to gleam.

He moved with all the grace of a trained dancer, looking almost gentle, but I knew better than to be deceived, he was Nephilim after all.

_ Part Demon and Angel._ An intrusive voice reminded me, _not an ordinary Nephilim_.

He put a finger to his lips, "Demons." he said and gestured to the door."Can you hear that?" he whispered as I leaned closer to the door.

I strained my ears, trying to hear what Sebastian could. I could hear the rustle of palm trees. the occasional whistle of the wind as it howled down William street. I pressed my ear against the cold wooden surface and frowned. There. Just a faint sound. Something like an animalistic growl, too low and rumbling to be that of a dog. The sound was so dim I doubted anyone could've heard it without knowing what they were looking for.

I froze. No, not just a growl. _Growls_.

I suddenly became aware of the proximity between me and Sebastian. His eyes were glued to mine, a serious expression on his lips that told me he was waiting eagerly to see if I registered what he had heard. The look of involuntary fear I gave him answered the unspoken question as he reached into his belt, causing the muscles on his bare chest to move under the pale illumination of moonlight.

"The portal isn't far from here, it opened up by the river near Queens park."

I gaped at him, "You just opened an inter-dimensional portal near the Mary river? us proud Maryborough-ians find that offensive."

What could I say? it was a small town, and the people in Maryborough, which mostly consisted of pensioners and retirees, were a proud lot. The brown muddy river was the highlight of the town, if not the only one.

"Mary?" he asked, amused.

"Mary Poppins." I clarified, waiting for the realisation to dawn on his face. He looked at me and frowned. "Oh come on! Mary Poppins?" I hissed. " Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious? A teaspoon of sugar? nothing?"

"You're either beginning to hallucinate, or you're just downright insane." he concluded.

I scowled. Something flashed behind his ear, catching the light for just a second. It was too dark for me to make out what it was, or what Sebastian was looking for as he bent down to retrieve something in the side of his boot. The flash appeared again, and this time, I realised what it was - an earring. A silver band that caressed the cartilage of his upper ear.

My lungs tightened. Sebastian never wore an earring in the books.

I began to wonder just how much of the story I grew up reading was true, and the rest false.

"The demons have entered through the portal from my dimension. They're attracted to the scent of Angels, which would mean me." He gave me a calculating look as he straightened, something gleamed in his hand. "Or us."  
>A warm hand enclosed my own as Sebastian pressed something cold and hard into my palms, I took it, balancing the weight of the object in my hand.<br>A seraph blade.

"We can't leave them to roam wild on an unprotected world, we'll have to dispatch them before we go. Ready?" he asked.

I widened my eyes, unsure of what being 'ready' meant. If it meant having four hours of sleep and no food for the past twelve hours than I more of less fit the criteria.

Despite the pit of cold that had began to spread through my veins like ice the corners of my mouth twitched into what I supposed looked like a really forced smile. "I was born ready."

He gave a nod of approval, "Name it"

There was a challenge behind those words, an unspoken test behind his colourless eyes as he watched me intently, like I was the most fascinating thing in the world to him.

"_Raziel_" I called the first name that came to mind as the weapon exploded with a blaring white glow, in the dead silence it seemed to hum as the name of an angel activated the power of adamas.

Sebastian's breath caught in his throat, as if surprised.

He grinned. "That's my girl." 


	2. Chapter 2

Without a seconds hesitation, Sebastian yanked the door open and dived outside, missing the steps and landing onto the dirt pathway in a crouch. I followed, taking the steps two at a time, thankful for my choice of flexible black leggings. I surveyed my surroundings that was illuminated by the light of the seraph blade in my hand and suddenly felt ridiculous. Here I was, a teenage girl in leggings, T-shirt, and a pair of Nike shoes about to fight off demons with next to no training to fall back on. Sebastian was ahead of me, running down the street at incredible speed. He didn't need to look behind to know I was on his trail, my breathing was loud, irregular - strange for I took pride in my ability to steady my breathing when running, even through the coldest of winter mornings.

Something blurred in my peripheral vision as I ran, the seraph blade scattering iridescent light across the road as I pumped my arms faster. My calves burned with the sudden intensity of the physical activity and I wished I at least had had the time to stretch.

A growl sounded, low and guttural, the hairs on the back of my neck prickled. I ignored it, focussing instead on gathering more speed. I had always loved seeing how fast I could run and that determination had won me countless first prizes in the five hundred metre sprint at school, but then, there had never been an inter-dimensional demon on my tail to motivate me. Now, I felt as if I was flying, my feet barely touching the ground before taking another leap forward, propelling myself with speed I felt could have matched a race car.

Something collided with Sebastian who gave a yelp beside me. I hadn't even noticed I was about to overtake him. I skidded to a halt and turned, mentally preparing myself for the illustrations I'd seen in the Shadowhunter Codex - of monsters and _things_ unimaginably terrifying.

The reality was much, much worse.

There were five of them. The size of a large lion, with heads like a deformed snakes', the spaces between what looked like scales oozed a milky white liquid. Hundreds of eyes glowed a brilliant red, their brilliance squandered by a congested substance that surrounded them, raw, bloody and painful looking. They advanced on four taloned legs, twisted veins and muscles pulsing through the paper thin layer of skin and scales, their grotesque shape held weeping gashes of green ichor.

The stench was unbearable, I wanted to swallow back the taste of bile but my throat froze, so tight my head began to pound with the dull throb of a headache.

The realisation dawned on me that I might die, right here, on the street I had walked every day for the past seventeen years, and my vision blurred suddenly. The fear that gripped me was so intense my mind went blank.

"Dendrok demons" Sebastian muttered, oblivious to my hesitation as the demons advanced, but his words barely registered, I was too busy trying to breathe past the smell of death and my own fear.

I looked over at Sebastian and tried to mimic his stance - feet apart, knees slightly bent, shoulders braced. I glimpsed a long gash across his bare chest, gleaming in the moonlit night and the sight cut through my fear like a knife, replacing it with anger.

A burning rush of determination seemed to thaw my throat and clear my head. These demons had hurt Sebastian and my reaction to seeing him hurt confused me. He was a Shadowhunter after all, he would have endured much worse, yet I felt a merciless hatred toward the Dendrok demons.

The closest of the demons was looking at me with unblinking eyes, a cruel twist of its mouth dripping cloudy saliva.

_ It thinks I'm dinner,_ I thought, disgusted.

Without thinking, I ran toward the demons and leaped into the air, hearing a surprised cry of alarm from Sebastian, orchestrating the blade as naturally as if it was an extension of my arm. I landed onto the back of the creature, it's hard muscles moving furiously underneath my feet as its head twisted back with a snarl. Despite its snake-like features the teeth it bared resembled none of the deadly needle-pointed fangs I had grown accustomed to seeing, these were thick and deadly - the jaw of a shark.

Balancing on the slippery scales of the creature's body was proving more difficult than I had expected. I gripped the blade with both hands which were now slick with nerves and brought it down. The demon snapped frantically and I lost my footing, narrowly escaping its bone-shattering jaws as they barked at empty air. I fell, slipping backwards, instinctively twisting to land painfully on my side to absorb the impact.

In that split second I was well aware that the things I was doing was not things I should have been able to do. I was responding to the situation with the natural instincts of a trained fighter, which I was anything but. I wasn't sure whether it was coming from the shadowhunter within me or the survival instincts that accompanied the kick of adrenaline but I was thankful nonetheless. I was especially thankful for the speed in which I deftly rolled from under the demon's leg as it came down with weight that splintered the concrete road, saving me from becoming mash.

The little time spent on ground level allowed me to view my enemy from a new angle. Though it's entire body was covered with the protection of thick, jagged scales, I glimpsed the belly of the demon, It's soft underside spare and vulnerable.

I could feel the skin on my back burn from the grazes on the road, perhaps even sticky with blood but I didn't care. The demon reared as I dived out of range once more, desperately grappling for a chance to get back onto my two feet.

I was vaguely aware of Sebastian fighting in the distance, the sound of demon cries and the soft singing of the seraph blade as it sliced through the air and wondered if he was watching with disappointment as I rolled around the ground helplessly.

The demon chattered in frustration and I gratefully took advantage of the distraction, drawing myself up into a crouch only to dive back to the ground, rolling under the creature and plunging my blade into its soft belly. A shriek emitted from its gaping mouth and ichor burst from the wound, scorching my skin like liquid fire. I had acted in the heat of the moment, forgetting that demon blood was toxic to the flesh of shadowhunters. I closed my eyes and mouth shut, ripping the blade back out of its belly. I felt a gentle gust of air as it took with it the tormented screams of a dying Dendrok demon, teleported back to its home dimension in death.

I opened my eyes and gasped. I tried to scream for Sebastian, cry for help, but all I could manage was a faint sob.

The pain was unbearable.

I recalled a story I had read, about a doctor who prioritized his patients by the level of their pain and how the people in most pain were never the ones screaming and thrashing about, but the ones who lay silent and dormant.

I could never make sense of the doctor's logic, until now.

I smelt the tang of blood in the air - my blood - mixed with the sharp odour of demons. I welcomed the unpleasant stench, using it to sharpen my mind, trying not to acknowledge the blistering cold burn on my body and the thought that I probably looked like Wade Wilson from Deadpool.

Slowly, I lifted my body into a sitting position, feeling each place my skin made contact with skin like a bolt of electricity - the crook of my elbow, the folds of my palms. I fought the urge to look at what was left of my flesh, knowing I would lose any mental strength I had left to keep going, to keep moving, and I _needed_ to keep moving.

For a second demon was headed straight towards me.

For a fleeting moment I contemplated giving up, of throwing my arms in the air and letting the demon rip me to shreds, ending the agony. I frowned, shoving the unwelcome thoughts aside.

I told Sebastian I wasn't ordinary and I wasn't about to just give up on life because things got tough.

I was a shadowhunter.

The thought chilled my bones and added fuel to my fire at the same time. It was the first time I had actually acknowledged it - that the blood that ran through Raziel's veins also ran in mine. The seraph blade still glowing contentedly in my hand was proof of that.

I swung in a wide arch as the demon charged. I held none of the fear that I had when facing the first demon - I was confident, placing my feet purposefully as if leading a dance.

A gash opened up along the demon's cheek, bursting multiple eyes that in turn sprayed a green liquid glue. I recoiled, avoiding the majority of the stuff. The demon let out an angry growl, regarding me with new eyes as if it had just realised I was a threat to be feared.

It obviously didn't see what I did to its buddy.

Time seemed to slow as I steadied my breathing, there was nothing else in the world but the weapon in my hand and the target, underlined with the distant ebb of my aching body.

I turned, running towards an empty brick building that was once an art shop. It had long since run out of business and the shutters were closed over the glass doors, looking sad and bleak, not unlike the rest of the small street shops that struggled endlessly to keep their doors open.

The demon's taloned feet scratched against the road as it pursued, the noise making me cringe.

I wondered if the damage to the road by the demons was glamoured from mundane eyes, I doubted it.

I ran up the brick wall, surprising myself with the distance I managed to vertically run before flipping, surprising myself yet again, something I was doing a lot of tonight.

_Who are you even?_ the intrusive voice reappeared, like an irritating fly that wouldn't stay out of the kitchen during summer.

I hung suspended in air as I sailed backwards over the demon, the world tilting so that when it snapped at me it nearly took off my head. I swung and watched as the head of the demon detached from its body, landing onto the pavement with a sickening thud and then vanishing. The last of the demons.

I landed heavily in a crouch, my burnt hand clasping the hilt of the blade, slick with sweat.

The silence that followed was unnerving when contrasted with the cries and sounds of battle. Suddenly there were no distractions to focus my mind on, no noise or actions to blur my senses into a calm bliss. Instead I found myself thinking of my wounds, and worst of all, the pain.

Wincing, I unfolded myself, managing to stand despite the tingling needles that shot through my legs like tiny daggers of ice. I didn't need to look down to know that my leggings and shirt was shredded.

My hand went to my throat, taking comfort in the cool touch of the crystal pendant as I bit back a cry. The adrenaline was draining out of my system as fast as it had entered, leaving me feeling weak and empty.

My legs gave out as I fell to my knees, the contact of the rough road on my bare blistered skin sprung tears to my eyes.

I was dimly aware of Sebastian running towards me, saying my name over and over again, his eyes wide with worry. I liked the way he said my name, in that melodic voice that seemed to drip sweet honey, a voice edged with an exotic accent foreign to me.

Something hot kissed my arm as the stars above me seemed to blur, illuminating the entire sky with a spattered light as they merged with each other, forming a blanket of glowing snowflakes. I laughed giddily, causing Sebastian to cast me a concerned look. I wanted to point at the sky and show Sebastian who was obliviously missing the spectacular scene, but I couldn't move, which was annoying.

Sebastian stood, still avoiding the light show going on above his head, if only he would look up.

I'm delusional, I thought, surprisingly okay with this new realisation.

I didn't necessarily want Sebastian's help. The last thing I needed was for him to think I was weak and pathetic, but then, I wasn't in any position to argue as he threw my arm around his shoulder and started the uncomfortable shuffle towards the portal. We were in full view of the shimmering entrance when I stumbled, Sebastian swiftly catching me by the crook of my arm before I greeted the path with my face.

"By the Angel, you're a walking zombie." Sebastian grunted. His tone was angry, as if I had purposefully took a swim in demon ichor.

"Yeah, well, I could have used some help." I wanted to snap, but all that came out of my mouth was an incomprehensible moan, followed by a pool of dribble.

I was not proud of that.

Sebastian looked down at me, the outline of his hair tinged with the blue and pink hues that reflecting off the portal, his expression cast in shadows "Hold on to me, and whatever you do don't let go."

_Oh, I won't,_ I thought. Bewildered by the idea that anyone would want to. I gripped his shoulder, feeling the roll of muscles under skin and something else, something hot and sticky.

Blood.

Without looking at him, I knew Sebastian was suffering injuries from the battle, especially considering the guy had been shirtless and lacked the commonsense to wear gear. His breathing was shallow and fast - the breath of an injured soldier.

I thought of my family and friends with a detached sorrow before plunging into the blaze.

We were falling.

Falling through a void.

I tasted blood and realised I had bitten my lip in the disorientating plummet into a new world, a different dimension. I felt sick, my limbs ached, there was no air to breath and I felt my head pound with terror.

Darkness filled my vision, silencing the merciless screams in my head.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2 done!<strong>  
><strong>wheeew! *wipes sweat from brow*<strong>  
><strong>Action scenes is something I've never written before, so it was interesting, haha.<strong>  
><strong>Hope you enjoyed and leave a review! I love reading your thoughts. - not in a creepy way.<strong>


End file.
